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Part One 


Author's Notes: 
The Machman belongs to Numan! 


His hands kept slipping against the blood-slicked door. Through the frosted window he could see the hazy 
figure, see the palms pressed against the glass, pounding growing harder and louder. Mechanical pounding, 
mechanical and clean. It did not speak. Roger held the door shut from the inside of his little ramshackle house 
and could feel tears of fear well up in his eyes. 

Too much, too young! 

But he was not a young man anymore. Hadn't sixty-four years taught him that? 


"| am not interested in your assimilation program!" 


His tears flowed like Alice's and fell on the door, mixing with the blood and creating an ever more slippery 
mixture. If it got in, what would happen? If it got it, it would take him to have his brain laundered at 


Sommerwellt. 
Sommersault. 
Summerstock? 


Tick-tock-tick-tock-tick-tock-tick-tock, Tic-Tocative like the Jansch song, ‘twas only a matter of time. 


David Croft had come in through the rusty screen door, the one on the side porch. Roger knew at once that 
he wasn't one of them. Croft was smartly attired in the uniform of the I2th Bengal Lancers, boots shining like 
panes of inky glass. In his gloved hands, he clutched an AR-I8 Armalite rifle. Roger had slid down the floor by 


this point, back against the door. And he'd said, quite unnecessarily "Something is wrong.’ 
| should think so! On your feet now!" 
"| can't-" 


"Come on then, man, where's your mettle?! Britain didn't become Great hiding in a bunker, now did it? That's 


for the Hun!" 
"But-" 
"Up, up, up!" 


He jammed Roger painfully in the shoulder with the automatic and he quickly climbed to his feet, but kept 


pressed against the door. 
"We're going out" Announced Croft. "Move." 


"But how do we recognize them?" This referred to the Machmen, one of the ungodly machines that waited just 
outside that door. 


‘Oh you'll recognize them, lad. Jungle bunnies, dagoes, yids, and of course the Bosch You'll know them by the 


stink of sauerkraut. Onward!" 


Before he knew it, Roger was hurled out the door, out into the battle zone and into the face of the Machman. 
It looked human enough and possessed the androgynous qualities of a New Wave pop star..only instead of a 
proper pupil, there was a horizontal bar across each eye. That was the identifying trait - Croft was wrong! 
And God knew where the insane bastard was now. Roger was defenseless out here and his only chance must 
have been to crush its head with his bare hands. It put up no fight and Roger found that it broke down easy 


as pie in his grip, a sound like a crumpled aluminum can coming from its gaping hole of a mouth. 


"Roger, did you put the roast in the oven?" Judy called from behind Nelson's column, engaged in a childish 


game of hide and seek. 


"Yes, | didl" 


"Good. Syd's waiting for you." 
Syd? Before Roger could ask anything a garbled megaphone cry froze him to the spot. 


"UP AGAINST THE WALL, MOTHERFUCKER!" Aw, Christ, those meddling Manhattanites! Apparently Croft had 


responded to their rallying cry with a barrage of gunfire, which was eagerly returned, 
"Judy! Where's Syd?" 


She looked up at him lazily, blonde hair partially obscuring her eyes. In her green summer dress she straddled 
one of the bronze lions and the statue appeared to undulate rather indecently between her legs. She pointed in 
a rather important manner toward the forest behind the Sommerwelt Laundromat. Just as soon as he laid 
eyes on a slender outstretched finger, he watched himself wander into the green, though he was sure that he 
was controlling his own movements. All around him grew bright, almost luminescent oranges. The color made 
him tear up once more. A few feet ahead there was a little pond overgrown with reeds and peering just over 


the top of those reeds were two familiar intense eyes and a shimmering mass of rag doll curls. 


"Something is wrong." Roger repeated and Syd slowly rose and shook his head knowingly. Impish grin. He must 


have been sixteen. 

"Nothing touches me." His hands and knees were muddy from kneeling in the pond for so long. Roger didn't care. 
Syd was dirty and wet and Roger wanted nothing more than to inhale the earthy scent off his skin ‘til he 
couldn't breathe anymore. To that end he threw himself to his knees and began to cry yet again, a rapturous 
cry for he'd just set eyes on dazzling Saint Barrett, Teenage Dream. 


"Your hair's foil now." Syd observed, still smiling. "I like it. Becomes you." 


Pleaseletmepleaseletmepleaseletme" Roger blubbered hysterically, clutching Syd's trousers and planting kisses 
on his mucky feet. "Pleaseletme!" 


Syd cast a glance around at the orange trees and nodded approvingly. 

"You've been to Florida?" 

"Yes..." he sobbed. 

"Good. | hoped you had" 

A jolt. Cold sweat. Smell of dirt still in his nostrils. Roger stared blankly up into the darkness that obscured his 


white bedroom ceiling, tears still tracking down his cheeks. Judy was dead. Syd was dead. He felt awful because 
Syd was dead and muddy teenage Syd was in his dream and dead, muddy teenage Syd had left him with a 


shameful hard-on. A rare-these-days natural hard-on, like he was an adolescent who'd just woken from a wet 
dream. Roger told himself the he would not move, that he would not defile Syd's memory by acquiescing to his 
body's request. But another part of him told him that Laurie was not here tonight and that the more he 
thought about not doing it, the longer this feeling would take to go away. 


To that end, he climbed out from under his heavy Laura Ashley comforter and shuffled off in the direction of 
his filing cabinet. 


Part Two 


"Hello?" 
"Polly, that you?" 
"Yes, may | ask who's calling?" 


"It's Roger, love." He hadn't thought twice about whether the term of endearment might be a bit awkward at 
this point..at least not until after he'd said it. And he obviously couldn't go sorry about that, must take back the 
fove' | tacked on at the end there. 


"Roger," she sounded genuinely pleased. "hello! How are things on your end? How's your new flat?" 
Its em, it's quite nice. Mind you, we haven't really settled in yet, but...” 


"After David, are you?" She must have picked up the note of impatience in his voice. God, he hoped he hadn't 
offended her. 


"lf he's available." 


"Just a second." Roger could hear the muffled sound of David's name being shouted and began to worry about 
whether or not he was imposing. The two of them had become friendly over the past couple years, yes, but 
were they really close enough to talk about things as heavy as this? They were, once. They could have and did 
talk and had done whatever they pleased during some passage in time. Roger hated to admit it, but the two 
people he felt closest to were Syd and David, his band mates. Judy and Carolyne and Priscilla were different. He 
loved them, of course, but working with these two for hours on end, creating with them (though in Syd's case, 
it was the madcap creating and Roger trying in vain to catch up), playing with them, experiencing professional 
ups and downs, traumas, tragedies. Now one was gone and the other not-quite-estranged. Even after the 
whirlwind of tour activity during the past two years, he could not help but feel a profound loneliness the 
moment he left the stage. 


"Roger." It had grown a tad gruffer. Just..ever-so slightly. The honey tongue was still there, every word 
seeming so effortless and perfect, as though David decorated each with relish before presenting them on a 
salver to the recipient. Meanwhile, Roger had been told that his accent was very gradually fading, which upset 
him quite a bit. That accent was part of who he was and where he'd come from, after all. "How are you, 


then?" 
"l'm alright." 


"How's your new-" 


Its fine, its fine. Could | just get straight to the point?" Silence on the other end for a moment. 

"well, Christ, | try to take and interest and you go-" 

"Oh, please lets not start now!" 

"You were the one getting snippy, not me." 

"| apologize, alright? I'm sorry, David, really, | am. It's just that..| mean, | think we've known each other long 
enough to forgo the small talk now, eh? Don't pretend it's not awkward for you because it's sure as hell that 


way for me." 


"You even curse like an American now." Slight hint of amusement there. "Right, if that's what you prefer. 


What's this pressing matter then?" 
"Don't patronize me, Dave." 
"Its David" 


"Oh right, | forgot that we're above nicknames now, aren't we?" He affected as posh an accent as he could. 


"David Jon Gilmour, CBE. Makes you sound ever so important.” 
"You aren't nearly as witty as you make yourself out to be." 


Roger fell silent, realizing that the conversation was beginning to turn into one of the old, semi-restrained 


matches. This had been the last thing he wanted to happen. 
“Alright, alright, | apologize." 
"You apologize? | wasn't aware that hell had frozen over." 


‘lm trying to end this peaceably, David, so please don't push it. | need to talk to you. Frankly. All | ask is that 


you don't take that condescending tone with me again" 
"Fine, | shall patronize no longer. So what's the matter?" 

"| have no idea how to put this, really." 

"| do have to pick my boys up from school in half an hour.” 
"Okay, its about Syd" 


"What about him?" 


"You don't believe in an afterlife, do you?" 


"Well, not as such | suppose. | mean, I'm an atheist but | don't really see how | can know for sure what happens 


after we die, now can |?" 


"Yeah, well..anyway, | had this dream the other night. And Syd was there and he was exactly how | 


remembered him as a teenager. And, you see, he was covered in this mud, right?" 

"Okay." David sounded a bit dubious. 

"Yesterday when | got up | just went about my business, did some work in the studio, called Lourie-" 
"She's not there?" 

"No, her mum's a bit under the weather so she's at her parents for the next two weeks." 

"Grass widower, then?" Roger ignored this and continued. 


"And when | came back into my room, beside my bed - facing my bed, there was this footprint" David sat in 
confusion. "A footprint, David." 


"An indentation in the carpet? Maybe you stood in one spot too long, | don't know. Should be fine if you hoover 
it” 


"No, it was muddy, a muddy footprint right beside my fucking bed. It wasn't there when | first got up either.” 
“That's a bit..far-fetched." 


"Well, it certainly looked like mud and smelled like mud but it was completely dry. | tried the Oxy-Clean and that 
did nothing. | tried the steam cleaner and that didn't work either." 


"Are you sure you didn't trod in dog shit and track it across your carpet?" David laughed. 


"I know the difference between mud and shit and don't fucking mock me, alright?! I'm - I'm confiding in you! 
Only you!" 


"Fine, | apologize, but you have to admit it sounds pretty unbelievable. Mud randomly materializing on your 
carpet and all that." David looked down into his near-empty cup of tea and mused for a moment, half convinced 
that Roger had finally lost it, half curious to hear more. "So..you had a dream that Syd was muddy and now 
you find this. Am | right to assume that you think that Syd's haunting you or something?" 


"As ridiculous as it sounds..possibly." 


"So why call me out of all people? Why not get a hold of Ro?" 
"Because this is unique somehow. You and |, we knew him differently" 
"Playing music? Roger, Syd played with God knows how many-" 
"You know how | mean, David." 

| can't even imagine..." 

"We all three - God, you know, shagged" 

"Syd and | never shagged" David muttered stiffly. 

Way to give the game away, old boy.. 

"I know for a fact that you did, so let's not beat around the bush." 
"And how, may | ask, could you know something like that?" 

"| don't want to talk about this over the phone." 

"Why not?" 

"| just don't!" 


"Anyway, for you information, it's hardly likely that we were the only two people he'd fucked in his lifetime, 


Roger, so | don't see what makes me so special over here. And what do you expect me to do about it?" 

| want you to tell me that I'm not going spare." 

"You're not going spare." He answered flatly. 

"| want you to come here and tell me l'm not going spare." 

"Are you mad?" Oh, this was the limit, really, it was! "You want me to fly to fucking New York just ‘cause 
you've got these stupid notions about Syd haunting you - because you're ever so special might | add? I've got 


a family, in case you forgot.” 


"David, please." This was a side rare to behold. The desperation in his voice was tangible and clearly pride had 


little to do with this plea. "I'm at the end of my tether, really | am." 


"Roger." David sighed. 

Silly bugger. You still manage to make me feel this way.. 

"Roger Waters. No one is haunting you. You're over-exhausted. Take a fucking vacation and-" 
"Shhh!" 

"Oh, you're shushing me now?" 

"Yes!" Hissed Roger. "Listen!" 


David rolled his eyes and quieted down momentarily. He supported himself on the window ledge he stood before, 
waiting for Roger to announce that he could hear ghostly laments over the phore line. He did want to believe 
the man on the other end. Syd had been on his mind non-stop as of late. Christmas last year had been the 
difficult bit - the part where he'd truly realized the heaviness of the situation. Afterward he got on fine but 
since late August, he started to feel those familiar sharp pangs. He never spoke about it but felt it intensely 
nonetheless. All those "what if's and "if only"s. He'd been thinking about going to visit Syd not too long before 
he heard the news and now it cut razor sharp into his heart. David still cared very deeply. Syd wasn't exactly 
the sort of person that one fell out of love with, ever. Surely Roger felt the same. 


After nearly forty years, David could still remember the tickle of messy hair against his cheek, smell and 
taste nicotine. Sometimes Syd's dead eyes would spark to life again momentarily. Each time they shagged, the 
fine bones would shrink little by little, skin drying up like a corpse's until it rendered the wearer gaunt and 
ghoulish-looking. David wanted to cry and curse Roger for rubbing even more salt in those wounds. How dare 


he use Syd like this! How- 


The hairs on the back of his neck suddenly stood up and he dared neither to move nor make a sound. This was 
not his imagination. He gripped the phone so hard his knuckles were quickly going white and on the other end, 
very faintly, he could hear Roger eagerly asking "did you hear that?" It could not have been his imagination. Up 
until this point, unless he was on some mind-bending substance, he didn't see or feel things that simply were 
not there. Carefully, he pulled the phone away from his ear and stared down at the receiver, taut-lipped and 
shaking. Phones did not breathe. Phones did not breathe cold yet familiar into your ear. 


"Polly," he called, feigning utter calm. "Would you mind terribly picking Joe and Gabriel up?" 


Part Three 


"This," David heaved his suitcases through the door of his ex-band mate's Manhattan townhouse. "is bloody 


ridiculous." 


"Thanksforcoming.” Roger quickly mumbled, averting his gaze. Quite frankly he was terrified of being alone with 
David after all these years..much more afraid than he was of the goings-on in the house. If it was Syd, at 
least the only thing Roger had to worry about was his occasionally morbid sense of humor. 


"That's what it is: bloody ridiculous! | go sixty-one years without having to deal with any of this nonsense and 
out of the clear blue sky.." He continued to mutter to himself while Roger shut the door. He wondered how 
many people in New York City had seen David and how many of them knew that he himself lived there as well: 
more rumors of a new reunion would no doubt crop up. David in particular would be very pleased with that, 


Roger thought wickedly to himself. 


"You're in the guestroom" He gestured for David to follow him to the elevator and the guitarist quirked a 
finely shaped eyebrow at his surroundings. 


"Nine fireplaces, eh? Christ, Rog, I've had big places but does one actually need rine fireplaces?" His host 
shrugged and took one of David's cases, motioning again for him to follow him inside the contraption. "At my 


house we use stairs." 

"Congratulations." He muttered, and pressed the button marked ‘4. 

| remember being alone in a lift with you in ‘TZ. At our hotel As he felt the thing lurch to life, he stared over at 
David's suede shoes, imaging what the material would smell like. Liverpool I couldnt keep my hands off you all 


the way up. 


"I thought that with your suitcases, the lift might have been easier than the staircase.’ He sniffed 


contemptuously. "But forgive me for taking your comfort into consideration." 
"You're starting again.." 


"No, you started with me." He sighed in exasperation. "Christ, I've been with you all of two minutes and | 


already feel like thrashing you." 


"Nice" David smiled. They exchanged glances and both began to laugh at the familiarity of the situation. For 
Pink Floyd, potential homicidal tension was the best icebreaker. Roger was rather glad to see David smile and 
David for his part was rather warmed at the sight of a beaming Roger. Not that either would admit this 


aloud, obviously... 


The rare moment of tranquility was shattered by a mechanical squeal and both men were nearly knocked off 


their feet by the jolt. The car bounced once and knocked the lights out momentarily, shuddered, and finally 
halted then altogether. Its two inhabitants looked at one another wide-eyed in shock, too shaken to speak for a 
good minute. Both clutched the steel hand rail and held their breath, expecting more unpleasantness. The 
overhead light was flickering and clicking and buzzing in a rather unnerving fashion. Sounds in the shaft drifted 
up into the car and they were almost like whispers of cloth, or perhaps soft talking. Nothing really tangible; 
they couldn't say aloud that it was really made by another being but it was disturbing nonetheless. The air felt 


thick and, unless their imaginations were playing tricks on them, slightly chillier than it was downstairs. 


Then a tap below, much like a drop of water thumping against the metal of a sink, only this time the water 


must have been flowing upside down. The sound was low but the floor vibrated under them. 
It was Roger who finally broke the suffocating silence, and rather effectively at that. 
"Fuck!" 


"You and your elevator, Rog!" David sounded like he'd come out of a reverie, hysterical relief in his voice at 
the sound of Roger's. 


"This has never happened before - | - I've no idea what's wrong." 
Thats right, pretend its an electrical fault because if you don't say it out loud, it doesn’t exist. 


He was all too aware that he wasn't exactly keeping his calm in front of David, which irked him to no end. He 


pressed the ‘4 several times more, which produced no effect whatsoever. 


"You and your fucking elevator!" Hands shaking, David pulled out his cell phone to find that there were no bars 
at all. "Naturally. Of course." He shoved it back in his pocket and gestured at Roger. "Check yours." 


If yours isn't getting any reception then why should mine?" 


"What floor do you suppose we're on?" The numbers weren't lit anymore and neither had been watching their 
progression earlier. Deciding to take the initiative, Roger pressed another button and the doors slid open 
Apparently they were nearly to the fourth floor because the expanse of polished wood was at level with his 
chin. When David stood on tip-toe he could see it as well. "So..2" 


"| don't know about you, but I'm getting out of this thing." 

Then, perhaps wanting to show off in front of the guitarist, (or possibly wanting to impress him like an 
enamored ten year-old) Roger planted his arms firmly against the floor and hoisted himself up, grunting 
rather unattractively in the process. His palms squeaked against the wood but he eventually managed to crawl 


out in the most undignified manor possible, nearly kicking David with his flailing legs. 


"You almost put my eye out!" 


"Hand me your bloody suitcases," he panted, now kneeling in front of the elevator, “and shut the fuck up." David 
complied, handing them up one at a time, slightly annoyed at the way Roger tossed them aside impatiently. 
"Your turn. 


"m uh," David flushed in embarrassment and shifted his gaze. "not sure | can" 
"You can bloody well sleep in the lift, then-" 


| need your help." He looked up at Roger expectantly, because he was certainly not going to beg this man for 
anything. 
Not now, not ever. 


A heavy sigh. 


"Hold on, hold on.." Roger switched to a crouch and reached down into the car. "Now grab hold of me." David 


complied, grasping Roger around the forearms and vice-versa. Grasping him just as tight as.. 


If you put my back out, Gilmour, you will pay dearly" Then there was much grunting and panting on both ends 
until, miraculously, David popped out of the elevator rather like a cork out of a bottle. The sudden shift sent 
Roger crashing onto his back, the guitarist collapsing half on top of him. Rather conveniently and cinematically, 
they found themselves in this all-too-familiar position. Roger stared up at David and thought of how perfect 
this opportunity would have been if only..if only he had the nerve..and if only he could be sure that David. 


"Get the fuck off of me, Shamu." He groaned, shoving at his chest as though he weighed two tons and was 
crushing the life out of him. 


"Then let go of my arms, Flicka 


